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noon dragged on; there was no wind, but the heat
seemed to come in waves across the village, bringing
with it the faint smell of decaying human flesh.
The dreary procession of witnesses, listless and per-
spiring, continued to pass before the tired irritable
magistrate. One told how he had seen Silindu and
the Arachchi leave the village, Silindu walking be-
hind and carrying a gun; another had heard a shot
from the direction of the chena; another had seen
Silindu return by himself to the village carrying a
gun. The Arachchi's wife told of Silindu's early
visit to the hut, of how he left with the Arachchi,
of how later, hearing the report of a gun followed
by screams, she ran out of the house to see Silindu
standing with a smoking gun in his hand and Fer-
nando writhing on the ground near the stile.
Late in the afternoon the inquiry was over. As
the Ratemahatmaya had said, it was a simple case.
Silindu was remanded, and would certainly be tried
for murder before a Supreme Court judge. For the
present he was handed over to the police sergeant,
with whom he slept that night in a hut in the vil-
lage. Next day he was taken back to Kamburu-
pitiya, where he again spent the night in the lock-up.
Then he was handed over to a fiscaPs peon, who put
handcuffs on him and started with him along the
dusty main road which ran towards the west. They